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TRANSLATIONS 



CBIEFLT 



FROM THE ITALIAN 



OP 



PETRARCH AND METASTASIO.. 



Amor, che, fenza frutto, 

Di lagrime e lament! ognor fi pafce* 



AtlOSTO. 



The tyrant Loye his fway maintains 
By feeding on his fubje^s* pains. 
Gives but to few his joys to ihare. 
And daihes e^en their cup with care. 



OXFORD: 

Printed for J. Cooke ; 

And fold by MefTrs. Robinsoiy, Rivington> and 

£gerton» London. 

MDCcxev. 

i 



^R w\r roar 



The Reader isdeiired to correal' the following material Errata, 
cccafioned chiefly by the Author's being abfent when the Work, 
was printed; 

P. 5. 1. 5. for Or nod read Of all 

P. 29. 1. 1, for gain read knofiv 

P. 35. !• 4« for Re-echo read Re-echoes 

P. 45. 1. !$• ioifee read learn 

P. 55. 1. II. for i#»^ read SHU 

P. 57. 1. 3. for 7^ read tcy 

— 1. 13. for menCry read memory 

P. 67. 1. 3. for forbids my heart read forbids my feet 

P. 73. 1. 3. for ground resA flaifis 

P. 85. 1. 5. for r*ue fought rcid I trace 

1. 6. for di^ffl read doji 

P. 87. 1. 3. for fell reid felt 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



jL HE following Twnflations (with a very few eab»* 
ceptions) were written many years ago, and at that' 
early age, when the mind is particularly alive to the fen- 
iadons defcribed by Petrarch, Metaftafio^ and Zappi. 

This is not mentioned as an excufe for their faults : 
the moment a man determines to publiih, he muft abandon 
all fuch ground of apology. Thus much only is (aid 
for the iake of thofe; readers who may think that it is not 
every period of life, at which it is becoming or reafonable 
to be bufied upon fuch fubjeds. Indeed private gratifi- 
catioh alone was originally in view: and this would 
not be doubted, if it were known to how few theie 
verfes have been communicated during a period of thirteen 
or fourteen years. 

CO 

QQ Whatever degree rf merit may belong to thefe Tranfla- 

u«tion$, it confifts chiefly in their clofenefs to die Origi- 
en 






nals. That a reference fhould be made to thefe, was 
therefore very defirable, and on that account alone jdiey 
are added. The different books in which they are fcat- 
tered, might not be within the reach of every reader. 

It has always been the opinion of the Tranflator, that, 
in a work of this kind, not only the fenfe of the Author 
was to be faithfully rendered, but the peculiarity of his 
manner, and the very colouring of his ftyle, were to be 
preserved as much as poifiWe. He has therefore made n6 
attempt at embellifhment, and only in the two trifles 
from TafTo and Ariofto admitted fome amplification. This 
tooy It is hoped, will account fatisfadorily to the Italian 
reader for the roughnefs, and perhaps baldnefs, of fome of 
the lines. More polifh or fpirit was not to be had, with^ 
out too great a departure from the Originals. 



TRANSLATIONS 



CHIEFLY FROM THE ITALIAN, 
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O THOU of Wifdom and of Fancy bom, 
And nurs'd by Virtue, fince that happy day 
When firft, in pity to the race forlorn 
Of men,' Heav'n bade thee be, and beam a ray 

This various life's myfterious fcene t' adorn; 
O Mufe belov'd ! of thee how wrongly they 
Conceive, who, big with worldly knowledge, fcorn 
Thy fons, as loft in more than thriftlefs play. 

For not to me haft thou refiis'd to dwell 
With Prudence, or widi call untimely broke 
My ufeful hours, but when around me fell 

Mlfchance, of force almoft the foul t* impel 

From her right courfe, thy balms could blunt each ftroke^ 
And footh this breaft, and with glad triumph fwell. 
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TO MISS MARY ♦♦♦♦♦« 
WITH PETRARCH, 



While half thy fex in this alone agree, 

Their own frail forms to court at felf-love's ihrine j 

Be this thy mirrour : here, Maria, fee 

What once was Laura's boaft, and ftill is thine : 

The decent grace of native purity 

That in each adion fpeaks, each look divine, 
Tafte, wifdom, modeft love, and fympathy, 
How bright in Petrarch's mufe dieir glories Ihine ! 

So might I too, illum'd by thy bright ray. 
To future times the glad example bear !— 
Glafs foon may break ; nor will the image ftay 

Whene'er the mimick'd objefl: turns away ; 
While forms reflefted in the Mufe will ne'er 
By abfence vaniih, or by time decay. 

B a 



DAL PETRARCA. 

PARTE PRIMA. 
SONNETTO PRIMO. 



V O I, ch' afcoltate in rime fparfe il fuono 

Di quei fofpiri ond' io nudriva il core 

In ful mio primo giovenile errorq, 

Quand' era in parte altr' uom da quel ch' i' fono : 
Del vario ftile, in ch' io piango, e ragiono, 

Fra le vane fperanze, e'l van dolore ; 

Ove fia chi per prova intenda amore^ 

Spero troyar pieta, non che perdono. 
Ma ben veggi' or, si come al popol tutto 

Favola fui gran tempo : onde fovente 

Di me medefmo meco mi vergogno : 
E del mio vaneggiar vergogna e '1 frutto, 

E'l pentirfi, e'l cx)nofcer chiaramente, 

Che quanto piace al mondo.e breve fogna 

Parte prima] The Sonnets are nujnbcred according to the laft editlrt 
}^ Zapata. 



SONNETS FROM PETRARCH. 



PART 1. 
SONNET I. 



O Y E, who lift re-echoed in my ftrain 

Thofe fighs, with vdiich I fed my heart's fond cares, 
Through the wild wanderings of my youthfu years, 
When I was fcarce the fame I now remain : 

Of mmi the various ftyle, in which I plain, 

. And tell my fancied hopes, my fancied fears, 
If he love's pow'r have felt my verfe who hears, 
Pardon, nay pity too, he'll furely deign. 

And late' I feel how to the country round 
A common tale I grew, in memory 
Of which full oft afliam'd I bow my head ; 

And of my folly all the fruit I've found 
Is fhame, and to repent, and clearly fee 
How all our joys of fhort-liv'd dreams are bred. 

B3 
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SONNETTO VIL 



JLj a gola e *1 fontio, e 1* oziofe piume 
Hanno del mondo ogni virtu (bancfita) 
Ond' e dal corfo fuo quafi finarrita 
Noftra natura vinta dal coftume: 

£d e SI ipento ogni benigno lume 
Del ciel, per cui s' informa umana vita, 
Che per cofa mirabile s' addica . 
Chi vuol. far d* Elicona nafcer fiume. 

Qual vaghezza di Lauro i qual di Mirto ? 
Povera e nuda vai Filofofia, 
Dice la turba al vil quadagno intefa* 

Pochi compagni avrai per V alta via; 
Tanto ti prego piu, gentile fpirto 
Non laflar la magaaninna tua imprda. 
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SONNET VII. 



O L £ £ P and intemp'raace, and the flothfiil bed 
Each nobler virtue from the world have chas'd, 
That nearly noW in cuftom's bands debas'd 
Our nature from her courfe away is led: 

So far each fpark of heav'nly light is fled. 

By which alone life's darkling path was trac'd, 
That vulgar crowds deride di' exalted tafte 
Which by feir Helicon's pure flream is fed. 

** What frenzy thus a barren wreath endears ? 
^^ For&ken go the Mufes, cold and bare:'' 
Each (lave of fordid wealth infulting cries-^ 

But few with thee the arduous tafk will fhare :— 
Yet oh ! do thou the rather fpurn thy fears, 
Nor fhrink, bright fpirit, from die b61d emprife. 

B4 
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SONNETTO XIX. 



JxlILLE fiate, o dolce mia guerrera 
Per aver co' begli oochi voftri pace, 
V' aggio proferto il cor; m' a voi non piace 
Mirar si baflTo con la mente altera : 

E fe di lui fors* altra donna fpera ; 
Vive in fperanza debile e fellace ; 
Mio, perche fdegno cio ch' a voi difpiace : 
Effer non puo giammai, cofi com' era. 

Or s* io lo fcaccio, ed e' non txova in voi 
Neir efilio infelice alcun foccorfo^ 
Ne fa ftar fol, ne gire ov' altri il chiama, 

Poria fmarrire il fuo natural corfo : 
Che grave colpa iia d' ambeduo noi, 
E tanto piu di voi, quanto piu v' ama. 
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SONNET XIX. 



Jb ULL maiiy a time and oft, my lovely foe, 
A fhort-liv'd truce with your fair ey^s to gain, 
I've proffer'd you my heart ; but you difdain 
Witfi diat exalted mind to look fo low. 

And if upon it other fair beflow 

A fingle thought, lofl is that thought and vain, 
For mine, as once, it can no more remain, 
Since I mufl hate what can difpleafe you fo. 

Then if I drive it out, nor, as he fought. 
Can the poor exile meet with aid from you. 
Nor flays, nor whither call'd by others, moves ; 

His nat'ral courfe he may no more purfue -, 
Which were of both of us a grievous fault, 
And much the moft of you, whom mofl he loves. 
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SONNETTO XXVIII. 



OOLO e penfofo i piu diferti campi 
Vo mifurando a paffi tardi e lenti ; 
E gli occhi porto per fuggir intenti 
Dove veftigio uman la rena ftampi. 

Altro fchermo non trovo che mi fcapfipi 
Dal manifefto aceo?gcr^lle genti : 
Perche negli atti d*^legrezza fpenti 
Di fuor fi legge com' io dentio avvampi : 

Si, ch' io mi credo om^, cbe monti, e piagge^ 
E fiumi e felve fappiaii di che tempre 
Sia la mia vita : ch' e celata altrui. 

Ma pur SI afpre vie^ ne si felvagge 
Cercar non fo, ch' amor nonvengafempre 
Ragionando con meco, edioconlui. 
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SONNET XXVIII. 



A. LONE, and loft in thought, the defert glade 
Meafuring I roam with ling'ring flaps and flow i 
And ftill a watchful glance around me thr ow. 
Anxious to fhun the print of human tread il\.. 

No other means I find, noJUrer aid . li *j. , 

From the world's prying eye t<9^||de my woe : 
So well my wild diforder'd gefturea ilSOvvp^ 
And love-lorn looks, the fire withnsii^brBi^ 

That well I deem each mountain^ wood and frfain, 
And river knows, what I from man conceal. 
What dreary hues my life's food pro(pe8ts dim. 
Yet whate'er wild or lavage paths I've ta'en. 
Where'er I wander, love attends me ftill, 
Soft whifp'ring to my Ibul^ and I to him* 
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SONNETTO XXXIX. 



1 fentia dentr' al cor gia vcnir meno 
Gli fpirti, che da voi ricevon vita :• 
E perche naturalmente s* aita 
Contra la morte ogni animal teneno ; 

Larga' il difio, ch' i* teng' or molto a freno j 
E mifi '1 per la via quafi fmarrita: 
Pero che di, e notte indi in' invita ; 
Ed lo contra fua voglia altronde il meno. 

E' mi conduffe vergognofo e tardo 
A riveder gli occhi leggiadri ; ond' io 
Per non effer lor grave, affai mi guardo. 

Vivrommi un tempo omai : ch' al viver mio . 
Tanta virtute ha fol un voftro fguardo : 
E poi morro, s' io non credo al difio. 
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SONNET XXXIX, 



1 NOW perceiv'd that from within me fled 
Thofe fpirits to which you their being lend ; 
And lince by nature's diiftates to defend 
Themfelves from death all animals are made. 

The reins I loos'd, with which Defire I ftayed, 
And fent him on his way without a friend; 
There whither day and night my courfe he'd bend, 
Though ftill from thence by me relu6bnt led. 

And me afham'd and flow along he drew 

To fee your eyes their matchlefs influence ihow*r, 
Which much I ihun, afraid to give you pain. 

Yet for myfelf this once I'll live ; fuch pow'r 
Has o'er this wayward life one look from you ;-* 
Then die, unlefe Defire prevails again. 
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SONNETTO XLI. 



Jl ERCH* io t* abbia guardato di menzogna 
A mio podere, ed onorato aflai, 
Ingrata lingua, gia pero non m' hai 
Renduto onor, ma fatto ira e vergogna: 

Che quanto piu '1 tuo aluto mi bifogna 
Par dimandar mercede, allor tu ftai 
Sempre piu fredda: e fe parole iai 
Sono imperfette, e quad d' uom die fogna. 

Lagrime trifte, e vol tutte le notti 
M* accompagnate, ov' io vorrei ftar folo ; 
Poi fuggite dinanzi alia mia pace. 

E voi, fi pronti a darmi angofcia e duolo, 
Sofpiri, allor traete lenti e rotti. 
Sola la vifta roia dd cor non tace. 
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SONNET XLI. 



Because from lying llill I thee have ftayed 
Whene'er I could, and honoured to my beft, 
Ungrateful tongue ; me haft thou never graced 
With honour, but with ihame and fcorn repaid. 

And when unhappy I moft need thy aid 
To fue for love and pardon, thou doft reft 
Moft cold and ufelefs, and, if aught*s exprefi'd, 
'Tis broken, and as founds in dreaming made. 

And you, fad tears, the live-long night ye go 
With me along, when fain I'd be alone ; . 
Then fly me, when my peace your ftay requires. 

And you, fo ready oft to fwell my moan, 

Ye fighs, then fcarce are heard, ftifled and low : 
Only my face fpeaks my heart's warm defires. 
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SONNETTO LXIX. 



JiRANO i capei d' oro all' aura fparfi, 
Che' n mille doici nodi gli accolgea : 
E'l vago lume oltra mifura ardea 
Di quei begli occhi ch' or ne fon si fcarfi : 

E'l vifo di pietofo color farfi 

Non fo fe vero, o felfo mi parea : 
I' che Tefca amoroia al petto avea, 
Qual meraviglia fe di fubit' arfi ? 

Non era 1' andar fuo cofa mortale, 
Ma d' angelica forma ; e le parole 
Sonavan altro, che pur voce umana. 

Uno fpirto celefte, un vivo fole 

Fu quel ch' i' vidi ; e fe non foffe or tale ^ 
Piaga per allentar d' arco non fana. 
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SONNET LXIX. 



JLiOOSE to the breeze her golden treffes flowed 
Wildly in thoufand inazy ringlets blown, 
And from her eyes unconquerM glances fhone, 
Thpfe glances now fo fparingly beftow'd. 

And true or felfe, mefeemfd fome figns ihe fhoVd 
As o'er her cheek fofi: pitjr's hue was thrown ; 
I, whofe whole breaft with love's foft food was fown, 
What wonder if at once my bc^om gIow*d ? 

Graceful ihe mov'd, with more than mortal mien, 
In form an angel : and her accents won 
Upon the ear widi more than human found. 

A fjpirit heav'niy pure, a living fun. 
Was what I law; and if no more 'twere feen, 
T' imbend the bow vwU never heal the wound. 
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SONNETTO XCVIII. 



v^ U E L vago impallidir, che '1 dolce rifo 
D' un' amorofa nebbia ricoperfe, 
Con tanta maeftade al cor s' oiFerfe, 
Che li fi fece incontx* a mezzo '1 vifo. 

Conobbi allor, ficcome in paradifo 

Vede V un V altro; in tal guifa s' aperfe 
Quel pietofo penfier, cb' altri non fcerfe : 
Ma vidi 1' io, ch' altrove non m* affifo. 

Ogni angelica vifta, ogn' atto umile 

Che giammai in donna ov' amor foffe, apparvc, 
Fora uno fdegno a lato a quel ch' i' dico. 

Chinava a terra il bel guardo gentile ; 
E tacendo dicea (come a me parve) 
Chi m' allontana il mio fedele amico i 
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SONNET XCVIII. 



± HAT charming palenefs, that overclouding threw 
O'er her bewitching finiles a love-fick fhade. 
Came with fuch winning majefty arrayed. 
That forth my ravifh'd heart to meet it flew. 

How faints greet (aints in paradife I knew 
From that bleft hour, fo lively was difplayed 
That tender fentiment none other read ; 
But I, who ftill from her my being drew. 

Each angel look, each condefcending grace 

That can on ladies' cheeks, when kindeft, play. 
Compared to this, would cold difdain appear. 

She bent to earth her gentle beauteous &ce, 
And in expreffive filence feem'd to fay, 
•• Who from my fide my faithful friend would tear ?' 

C 2 



[ 20 ] 



SONNETTO CXXIX. 



J^IETI fiori, e felici e ben nate erbe, 
Che madonna peniando premer fole ; 
Piaggia, di' afcold fue dolci parole, 
£ del bel piede alcun veftigio ferbe ', 

Schietti arbofcelli, e verdi frondi acerbe ; 
Amorofette e pallide viole y 
Ombrofe felve, ove percote il fole, 
Che vi fa co' fuoi raggi alte e fuperbe ; 

O foave contrada ; o puro fiume, 
Che bagni '1 fuo bel vifo, e gli occhi chiari, 
£ prendi qualita dal vivo liune : 

Quanto v' invidio gli atti onefti e cari ! 
Non fia in vol fcoglio omai cbe per coftume 
D' arder con la mia fiamma non imparl. 
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SONNET CXXIX. 



VtL AD flow'rs and herbs, that on your favour^ bed, 
Where penfive oft fhe fits, my lady bear; 
Plains, that of her fwect voice the accents hear. 
And of her lovely foot preferve the tread ; 

Shrubs trimly fhapM, leaves green and crude that fpread, 
Ye violets, pale and loveJorn that appear : 
Andye, thick woods, that high and proudly rear, 
Cheer'd by the fun's enlivening beams, your head; 

O thou fweet country ; and thou limpid ftream. 
That, as (he badies, o'er all her charms canft rove, 
And borroweft of that living light a gleam ; 

How does each chafte dear a<9: my envy move ! 
No rock have you, but by long ufe (h^l feem 
To fhare my flames^ and bum widi my hot love. 
C3 
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SONNETTO CLXXIII. 



aVAPIDO fiume ; che d* alpeftra vena 

Rodendo intorno, onde '1 tuo nome prendi, 

Notte e di mecp defiofo fcendi 

Ov' amor me, te fol natura mena ; 
Vattene imianzi : iltuo corfo non frena 

Ne ftanchezza, ne fonno : e pria che rendi 

Suo dritto al mar ; fifo, u fi moftri, att^ndi, 

L' erba piii verde, e V aria piu fercna: 
Ivi e quel noftro vivo e dolce fole 

Ch' adorna e 'nfiora la tua riva manca ; 

Forfe (o che fpero !) il mio tardar le dole. 
Baciale '1 piede, o la man bella e bianca : 

Ditte; il baciar fie 'n vece di parole^ 

Lo fpirto e pronto, ma la carjie e ftanca. 

Tbe jpirit is ivBling ] — Here the Italian Commentator gravely 
remark*, that Petrarch ai^[)car8 not to underftand what the Scripture 
means by <« the flefh'' and " the fpirit.'' This application of Scriptural 

texts 
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SONNET CLXXin, 



Xv I V E R, that from the Alps impetuous drove. 
Eating, thence juftly nam'd, thy winding way, 
Eager with me runn'ft onward night sind day. 
Thou call'd by nature only, I by love : 

Purfue thy coyrfe ; for thou doft never prove 
Fatigue or fleep : yet ere its due you pay 
Back to theTe^, ftop, where the fields difplay 
More green the graft, more pure the fky above: 

There does our fun, all bright and glorious, live. 
Cheer thy left fcauk, and with gay flow'rets ftreak ; 
Haply (vain hope !) (he at my ftay may grieve. 

Kifs her &ir beauteous hand, her footfteps lick : 
Say, while of words th' intent thy kiffes give, 
The fpirit is willing, but the flefh is weak., 

texts is perhaps more excufable in Petrarch, than in Pope 5 hut not, I con- 
ceive, juftifiable in either, notwithftanding any paina taken to defend it. 
See the Dunclad, book i. 
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SONNETTO CLXXXVIIL 



b UNA fede amorofa, un cor non fihto, 
Un languir dolce, uh defiar cortefe ; 
S' onefte voglie in gentil foco accefe i 
S* un lungo error in cieco laberinto : 

Se nella fronte ogni penfier dipinto, 
Od in voci interrotte appeiia intefe. 
Or da paura, or da vergogna offefe j 
S' un pallor di viola e d' amor tinto; 

S' aver altrui piu caro che fe fteffo ; 
Se lagrimar e fofpirar mai fempre ; 
Pafcendofi di duol, d' ifa, e d' afianno ; 

S' arder da lunge, ed agghiacciar da preflb ; 
Son le cagion ch' amando i' mi diftempre : 
Voftro^ Donna^ '1 pcccato, e mio fia '1 danno* 
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SONNET CLXXXVIIL 



X F faith in love, a heart that ne'er betrays, 
Sweedy to langttifh, foftly to defire ; 

. If wiflies pure lit up with gentle fire ; 
If long to wander in a wildering maze ; 

If every thought that thus the front difplays. 
Or broken accents that can fcarce tranfpire, 
Too oft reprefsMas fear or fhame require; 
If palenefs, where love paints the yiolet^s rays } 

If holding others than one's felf more dear ; 
If flill to pour the tear, to heave the figh ; 
With grief, with aftger, or with care to pine; 

If when afar to burn, to freeze when near ; 
If thefe the caufes love-fick that I lie. 
Yours, lady, be the fitult, the lofs be mine. 
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SONNETTO CCX. 



V-/ H I vuol veder quantunque puo natura 
E'l del tra noi ; venga a mirar coftei ; 
Ch* e fola un fol, non pur agli occhi miei 
M' al mondo cieco, die vertu non cura. 

E venga tofto ; perdie morte fura 
Prima i migliori, e lafcia ftar i rei ; 
Quefta afpettata al regno degli Dei 
Cofa bella mortoJ paffa e non dura. 

Vedia, s' arriva a tempo, ogni virtute, 
Ogni bellezza, ogni real coftume, 
Giunti in un corpo con mirabil tempre. 

AUor dira, die niie rime fon mute 
L* ingegno ofFefo dal foverchio lume, 
Maj fe piu tarda, avra da pianger fempre^ 
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SONNET CCX. 



Id E who would fee the utmoft heav*n can do 
With nature join'd, to fee her let him hafte 
Who not by me alone a fun's confefs'd, 
But the vain world, who virtue never knew— 

And let him lofe no time, for the good few 
Death fnatches firft, and leaves the guilty reft ; 
Thus fair, and waited for among the blefs'd. 
Mortal flie is, and foon will 'fcapc our view. 

Each virtue then, if quick enough he come, 
Grace and exalted manners ihall he find. 
By one fair form in beauteous order worn. 

Then (hall he fay my rhimes are weak and dumb, 
As the too mighty blaze o'erpower'd my mind : 
But, if too late, his lofs he ftill Ihall mourn. 



[ 28 ] 



SONNETTO CCXXIII. 



CjU AL donna attende a gloriofa £una 
Di fenno, di valor, di cortefia, 
Miri fifo negli occhi a quella mia 
Nemica, che mia donna il mondo chiama* 

Come s' acquifta onor, come Dio s' ama. 
Com' e giunta onefta con leggiadria, 
Ivi s' impara ; e qual* e dritta via 
Di gir' al ciel, che lei afpetta e brama. 

Ivi '1 parlar, die nullq ftile agguaglia s 
E'l bel tacere, e quei (anti coftumi 
Ch' ingegno uman non puo fpiegar.in carte. 

L' infinita bellezza, ch' altrui abbaglia, 
Non vi s' impara : che quei dolci lumi 
S' acquiftan perventura, e non per arte. 
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SONNET CCXXIII. 



X^ EELS any fair the glorious wi(h to^mLkft^^t 
Of fenfe, of worth, of courtefy the praife ? 
On thofe bright eyes attentive let her gaze 
Of her, mifcall'd my love, but fure my foe. 

Honour to gain, with love of God to glow. 
Virtue more bright how native grace difplays, 
May there be learn'd ; and by what fureft ways 
To hcav'n, that for her coming pants, to go. 

The converfc fweet beyond what poets write 
Is there; the winning filence, and die meek 
And £unt-like manners man would paint in vain. 

The matchlefs beauty, dazzling to the fight. 
Can ne'er be learn'd : for bootlefi 'twere to fcek 
By art^ yifbait by kind chance abne we gain. 



DAL PETRARCA. 

- ' ■ =■ 

PARTE SECONDA. 
SONNETTO PRIMO. 



O I M £ il bel vifo ; oimc il foave fguardo : 
Oime il leggiadro portamento altro ; 
Oime '1 parlar ch' ogni afpro ingegno e fero 
Faceva umile, ed ogni uom vil gagliardo ; 

E oime il dolce rifo> ond' ufcio '1 dardo 
Di che morte altro bene omai non fpero ; 
Alma real, degnlffima d' impero, 
Se non fofle fra noi fcefa si tardo. 

Per voi convien ch* io arda, e *ti voi refpire: 
Ch' i pur fui voftro, e fe di voi fon privo. 
Via men d'ogni fventura altra mi dole. 

Di fperanza m' empiefte, e di defire, 
Quand' io partii dal fommo piacer vivo ; 
Ma 'I vento ne portava le parole. 



SONNETS FROM PETRARCH. 



PART IL 
SONNET I. 

Woe for the 'witching look of that fair face ! 
The port, where eafe with dignity combin'd ! 
Woe for thofe accents, that each favage mind 
To foftnefs tun'd, to nobleft thoughts the bafe ! 
And the fweet fmile, from whence the dart I trace, 
- Which now leaves death my only hope behind ! 
Exalted foul, moft fit on thrones to've fhin'd. 
But that too late flie came this earth to grace ! 
For you I ftill muft burn, and breathe in you ; 
For I was ever yours ; of you bereft. 
Full little now I reck all other care. 
With hope and with defure you thrill'd me through, 
When laft my only joy on earth I left : — 
But caught by winds each word was loft in air. 
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SONNETTO IV. 



X^A vita fuggc, e non s* arrcfla un* ora ; 
E la morte vien dietro a gran giornate ; 
£ le cofe prefenti, e le paflate, 
Mi danno noia, e le future ancora; 

E '1 rimembrar e V a(pettar m' accora 
Or quinci, or quindi si, che 'n veritate, 
Se non cb' i' ho di me fteflb pietate, 
I' larei gia di quefti peniier fonu 

Tomami avanti, s' alcun dolce mai 
Ebbe '1 cor trifto ; e poi dall 'altra parte 
Veggio al mio navigar turbati i venti. 

Veggio fortuna in porto, e ftanco omai 
II mio nocchier^ e rotte arbore e iarte^ 
£ i lumi bei> die mirar foglio^ fpenti. 
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SONNET IV. 



X-ilFE paffes quick, nor will a moment ftay. 
And death with hafty\journeys ftill draws near ; 
And all the prefent joins my foul to tear. 
With every paft and every future day : 

And to look back or forward, fo does prey 
On this diftrafted breaft, that fure I fwear, 
Did I not to myfelf fome pity bear, 
I were e'en now from all thefe thoughts away. 

Much do I mufe on \^t of pleafures paft 

This woe*.worn heart has known j meanwhile, t'oppofe 
My paflage, loud the winds around me roar. 

I fee my blifs in port, and torn my inaft 
And (ails, my pilot faint with toil, and thofe 
Fair lights, that wont to guide me, now no more« 
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SONNETTO XI. 



0£ lamentar Augelli, o verdi fronde 
Muover foavemente al aura eftiva, 
O roco mormorar di lucid' onde 
S* ode d' una fiorita, e fiefca riva j -. 

La W* io feggia d* amor penfofo, e fcriva^ 
Lei che '1 ciel ne moftr6> terra n' afconde, 
Veggio ed odo ed intendo ch* ancor viva 
Di SI lontano a' fofpir miei rifponde 

Deh perche innanzi tempo ti conrutne ? 
Mi dice con pietate; a che pur verli 
Degli occhi trifti un dolorofo fiume ? 

Di me non pianger tu, che miei di ferfi 
Morendo eterni, e nelP eterno lume, 
Quando moftrai di chiuder gli occhi, aperfi. 
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SONNET XL 



fe O F T pUdns each widow'd bird : in mazy rings 
Wave the green leaves by fummer breezes blown j 

And the hoarfe murmuring of the limpid fprings, 

tit 
Re-echo;from their banks with flow'rs overgrown. 

There where alone I mufe, and tune the ftrings 

To her, fo early loft, ere fcarcely known ; 

That yet {he lives each fenfe affurance brings, 

E'en now from far (he anfwers to my moan, 

•' Ah ! wherefore thus," I hear her as flie cries, 

^ In fhiitlefs anguifh wafte thy prime away ? 

^ What caufe this fwdling ftream of tears fupplies ? 

« Weep not for me," for death but pav'd my way 

** To endlefs life j and when I feem'd my eyes 

** To clofe, they qpen'd into endlefs day." 
a 



[ 36 ] 



SONNETTO XXXV. 



Amor, che meco al buon tempo ti ftavi 
Fra quefte rive a' penfier noftre amichei 
£ per faldar le ragion noftre antiche, 
Meco e col fiume ragionando andavi. 

Fior, frondi, erbe, ombre, aiitri, onde, aurefoavi, 
Valle chiufe, alti colli, e piagge aprich^ 
' Qsrto dell' amorofe mie iatiche, 
Delle fortune mie tante e si gravi : 

vaghi abitator de' verdi bofchi ; 

O ninfe, e voi che' 1 frefco erbofo fondo 
Del liquido criftallo alberga e pafce : 

1 miei di fur si chiari, or fofchi, e neri 
Come morte che'l fa : cofi nel mondo 
Sua Ventura a ciafcundal di chenafce* 
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SONNET XXXV. 



J^O VE, that in happier days could'ft meet me here 
Along thefe meads diat nurs'd our kindred ftrainsj 
And that old debt to clear which (till remains, 
Sweet converfe with the ftream and me would'ft fhare : 

Ye flow'rs, leaves, grafs, woods, grots, rills, gentle air, 
Low vallies, lofty hills, and funny plains: 
The harbour where I ftor'd my love-fick pains, ' 
And all my. various chance, my racking care— 

Ye playful inmates of the greenwood (hade ; 
Ye nymphs, and ye that in the waves purfue 
That life its cool and graflTy bottom lends. 

My days were once fo fair : now dark and dread 

As death that makes them fo. Thus the world through 
On each as foon as born his fete attends. 

D3 
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SONNETTO XXXVL 



M ENTRE die '1 cor dagli amorofi vermi 
Fu confommato, e 'n iiamma amorofa arfe : 
Di vaga fera le veftigia fparie 
Cercai per poggi folitari ed ermi : 

Ed ebbi ardir cantando di dolermi 
D' amor, di lei, die si dura m' apparfe \ 
Ma 1' ingegno e le rime erano icarfe 
In quella etate a' pexifier novi e 'nfermi. 

Qiiel foco e morto ; e *1 copre un picdol marmo : 
Che fe col tempo foffe ito avanzando, 
Come gia in altri, infino alia vecchiezza; 

Di rime armatO) ond^ oggi mi difarmo. 
Con ftil canuto avrei fatto parlando 
Romper le pietre, e pianger di dolcezza. 
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SONNET XXXVI. 



\V HI LE on my heart the worms confuming prey'd 
Of love, and I with all his fire was caught j 
The fteps of my fair wild one ftill I fought 
To trace o'er defart mountains as fhc ftray'd : 

And much I dar'd in bitter ftrains t' upbraid 
Both love and her, whom I fo cruel thought ; 
But rude was then my genius^ and untaught 
My rhimes, while weak and new th' ideas play'd. 

Dead is that fire ; and cold its afhes lie 

In one fmall tomb j which had it ftill grown on 
E'en to old. age, as oft by others felt, 

Arm'd widi the power of rhime, which wretched I 
E'en now difclaim, my riper ftrains had won 
E'en ftones to burft, and in foft forrows melt 

D4 
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SONNETTO XXXVII. 



ANIM A bella, da quel nodo fciolta 
Che piu bel mai non feppe ordir natura, 
Pondal del mente alia mia vita ofcura 
Da SI lieti penfieri a pianger volta. 

l^a falfa opinion dal cor s' e tolta, 

Che mi fece alcun tempo acerba e dura 

Tua dolce vifta : omai tutta fecura 

Volgi a me gli occhi, e i miei fofpiri afcolta. 

Mira '1 gran faflb donde Sorga nafce, 

E vedravi un che fol tra T erbe e T acque 
Di tua memoria, e di dolor si pafce. 

Ove giace '1 tuo albergo, e dove nacque 
11 noftra amor, vo' ch' abbandoni e lafce 
Per non vcder ne* tuoi quel ch' a te fpiacque. 



^ 
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SONNET XXJ^IL 



Jt>LEST foul, that loofen'd from thofe bands art flown, 
Bands than which nature none e'er form'd more fair, 
LfOok down and mark how chang'd to carking care 
From gladdeft thoughts I pafs my days unknown. 
Each falfe opinion from my heart is gone, , 
That once to me made thy fweet fight appear 
Moft harfh and bitter ; now fecure from fear 
Here turn thine eyes, iand liften to my moan. 
^Furn to this rock whence Sorga's waters rife. 

And mark, where through the mead it's waters flow. 
One who of thee ftiU mindful ceafelefs fighs : 
But leave me there unfought for, where to glow 
Our flames began, and where thy maniion lies, 
Left thou in thine fhould'ft fee, what griev'd thee fo. 
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SONNETTO XLIL 



i^EFIRO torna e '1 bel tempo rimena 

E i fiori, e V erbe, fua dolce famiglia; 

E garrir Progne ; e pianger Pilomena : 

E primavera Candida e vermiglia. 
Ridono i prati, e *1 ciel si raflerena ; 

Giove s' allegra di mirar fua figlia : 

L' aria e V acqua e la terra e d' amol' piena ', 

Ogni animal d' amar si riconiiglia. 
Ma per me, lailb, tornano i piu gravi 

Sofpiri, che del cor profondo tragge 

Qudia ch' al ciel fe ne portb le chiavi : 
E cantar* augellatti, e fiorir piagge, 

E'n belle donne onefte atti foavi I 

Sono un deferto, e fere afpre e felvagge. 



t 
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SONNET XLII. 



Zephyr returns, and the glad hours leads on 
And flow'rs and fruits, his lovely family: 
Procne 'gins prate and Philomel to moan j 
And fpring with gay and varied livery : 

The meadows laugh, the fky ferene is grown j 
His daughter Jove exults with joy to fee ; 
O'er earth,' feas, air, love's influence is fhewn: 
All animals again to love agree. 

But to me, wretch, returning feafons bear 

More deep-drawn fighs for her to heav'n who fled, 
And of my heart the keys keeps with her there : 

And birds that fmg, and plains that flow'ring fpread, 
And modeft manners fweet of ladies fair 
A deiart feem, and (avage beafls and dread. 
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SONNETTO XLIIL 



IcJUEL roffignuol, che si foave piagne 
Forfe i fuoi figli, o fua cam conforte, 
Di dolcezza empie il cielo e le campagne 
Con tante note si pietofe e fcorte : 

E tutta notte par che m' accompagne 
E mi rammenti la mia dura forte ; 
Ch' altri che me non ho di cui mi lagne ; 
Che 'n Dee non credev' io regnaffe morte. 

O che lieve e ingannar chi s' afTecura ! 

Quei duo bei lumi affai piu che '1 fol chiari 
Chi penso mai veder far terra ofcura ? 

Or conofco io che mia fera ventura 
Vuol che vivendo e lagrim'ando impari 
Come nulla quaggiu diletta e dunu 
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SONNET XLIII. 



Yon nightingale, wliofe ftrain fo fweedy flows 
Mourning her ravifh'd young or much-Iov'd tnate, 
A foothing charm o'er all the vallies throws 
And fkies, with notes well-tun'd to her fad jftate : 

And all the night fhe feems my kindred woes 
With me to weep and on my forrows wait j 
Sorrows that from my own fond fency rofe. 
Who deem'd a goddefs could not yield to fate. 

How eafy to deceive who fleeps fecure ! 

Who could have thought that to dull earth would turn 
Thofe eyes diat as the fun fhone bright and pure ? 

Ah ! now what fortune vrills I fee full fure : 
That loathing life yet living I ihould fee 
How few its joys, how little they endure ! 
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SONNETTO XLIV. 



JN E per fercno del ir vaghe ftelle ; 
Ne per tranquillo mar legni fpalmati, 
Ne per compagne cavalieri armati $ 
Ne per bei bofchi allegre fere e fiielle : 

Ne d* afpettato ben frefche novellej 
Ne dir d' amore in ftili alti ed ornati ; 
Ne tra chiare fontane, e verdi prati 
Dolce cantare onefte donne e belle ; 

Ne altro (ara mai ch' al cof m' aggiunga ; 
Si feco il feppe quella feppellire 
Che fola agli occhi miei fu lume e fpeglio. 

Noja m' e '1 viver si gravofa e lunga 
Ch' i' chiamo il fine per lo gran defcie 
Di riveder cui non veder fu' 1 meglio. 
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SONNET XLIV. 



^ OR ftars through heav'ii's grey vault that twinkle clear. 
Nor barks fwift gliding through the level main. 
Nor armed knights that prick along the plain. 
Nor through thick woods the gay and bounding deer ; 

Nor tidings glad when firft they ftrike the ear, 
Nor loftier notes to pour of love's foft reign, 
Nor beauteous dames that tune their happier ftrain 
In verdant meads, or fome pure fountain near ^ 

Nor thefe or aught befides can touch my heart. 
So deep fhe buried it and with her bore ; 
Who light and mirrour of my eyes had been. 

Now ever do I wi(h from life to part ; 

Life fo long loath'd by me ; who pant once more 
To fee her, whom 'twere beft I ne'er had feen. 
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SONNETTO XLVII. 



JL UTT A la mia fiorita e verde etade 
Paffava ; e intepidir fentia gia '1 foco 
Ch' arfe T mio cor^j ed er» giunto al loco 
Ove fcende la vita, ch' al fin cade : 

Gia incominciava a prender ficurtade 
La mia cara nemica a poco a poco 
De' fuoi fofpetti ; e rivolgeva in gioco 
Mie pene acerbe fua dolce oneftade : 

Preflb era '1 tempo dov' amor si fcontra 
Con caftitate ; ed agli amanti e dato. 
Sederfi infieme, e dir che lor' incontra. 

Morte ebbe invidia al mio felice ftato : 
Anzi ^la fpeme j e fbglifi all' incontra 
A mezza via, come nemico armato. 
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SONNET XLVH. 



JN OW of my life eadi gay and greener year 
Pa&M by, and cooler grew each hour the flame 
* With which I burn'd : and to that point we camp 
WTiCnce life defcends, as to its pnd more near \ 

Now 'gan my lovely foe each virtuous feai^ 
Gently to lay afidC} as fafe frqm blame ; 

. ^ And diough ^th £dnt-like virtue ftill the fame, 
Mock'd my fweet pains indeed, but deign'd to hea^i 

Nigh drew the time when love delights to dwell 
With chaftity ; and lovers with their mate 
Can fearlefs fit, and, all diey mufe of, tell. 

Peath envied me the joys of fuch a ftate : 

Nay ev'n the hopes I fojrm'd ; and on them feU 
^'en in mid way, like fomearm'd foe in v^tf 

X 
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SONNETTO XC 



V A G O augelletto die cantando vai> 
Ovver piangendo il tuo tempo pailato; 
Vedendoti la notte e T verno a lato 
, E '1 di dopo le fpalle, e i mefi gai j 

Se come 1 tuoi gravofiaffanni fai, 
Cosi (apeiE il mio fimile ftato j 
Verrcfti in grembo a quefto fconfolato 
A partir feco i dolorofi guai, 

I' non fo fe le parti farien pari ; 

Che quella cui tu piangi e forfe in vita i 
Di ch* a me morte e '1 ciel fon tanto avari > 

Ma la ftagione e V ora men gradita 
Col membrar de* dole* anni e degli amari 
A parlar teco con picti m* invita. 



1 
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SONNET XC. 



Enchanting bird, that of the bufs thou'ft known 

Pour^ft thy lorn tale or phints that fwccdy glide, 
Seeing the night and winter at thy fide, 
And all thy day and fpring behind thee flown : 

If, as thou know'ft the caufe that makes thee groan, 
Thou knew'ft alike my woes to thine allied, 
Thou'd'ft come in this ill-feted breaft to hide. 
And mix with mine thy melancholy moan. 

Yet ill accord our loffes when comparM; 

She yet may live whom forrowing thou haft fought; 
While me all hopelefs heav'n and death have barrM : 

But the iad hour and feafon, and the tjiought 
Of all the fweet and bitter years I've fliar'd, 
Sadly to talk with thee my mind has wrought 

B 2 
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DEL ARIOSTO. 



ELEGIA IV. 



A lACCIA a cui piace, e chi lodar vuol lodi, 
E chiami vita libera e ficura 
Trovarfi fupr dcgli amorofi nodi, 

♦ 
Ch* io per me ftimo chiuib in fepoltura 
Ogni fpirto, ch' alberghi in petto, dove 
Non ftiir amor la fua vivace cura, 

Doglia a cui vuol doler, ch' ove fi move 
Quefto dolce pcnfier, che falfemente 
E detto amaro, ogni altro indi rimove ; 

^legy 7^.]— The edition followed is RoUe's Satire c Rime, 1731. 



FROM ARIOSTO. 



ELEGY IV. 



JLiET thofe exult ivho will, and vaunt aloud 
. That lazy apathy they freedom call : 
Still let them boaft their hearts that ne'er have bow'd) 
And days unconfcious yet of amVous thrall. 

For me, the breaft to which its gemal light 
And balmy treafures love did ne'er unfold. 

Is but a lo^thfome grave, where the &d fprite 
Bewilder'd lingers comfortlefs and cold. 

Grieve thofe who will, that where he reigns fupreme 
All thought is fwallow'd up in him alone ; 

That honour, wealih, and feme we trifles deem. 
Loft to the world, and but to him unknown ; 

^3 
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Ch* io per me non vorrei, fe d* eccellente 
Nettar ho copia, die guftaffe altr' efca 
II delicate gufto di mia mente. 

Prema a cui premer vuol, annoi e increfca 
Che fe non dope uit' afpra e lunga pena 
Rare un difegno al bel defir riefca : 



Ch' 10 per me so, che a una allegrezza piena 
Ir non fi puo, fe per dif!icil via 
Oftinata fpcranza non vi mena.i 

Penfi chi vuol^ ch* a la fatica ria, 

Al tempo, ch' in gran fomma vi fi fpende, 
Debil guadagno e lieve premio fia : 

Ch' io per me dico, che fe quanto ofFende 
Sdegno, o repulfa, un guardo fol riftora, 
Che fia pel maggior ben, ch* amor ne rendc. 
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For me when the full cup with ne£bu' flows, 
Why the rich draught with bafer ftreams alloy ? 

What equal joys to love can life oppofe ? 
What life's too full a meafure for that joy ? 

Grudge thofe who will the many tedious years, 
Ere yet the fummit of our hopes we gain ; 

The quick viciffitude of doubts and fears, 
And long, long interval of anxious pain. 

For well I ween, who aims at blifs fo high * 
Muft know no coward dread of toil or care ; 

Jitmi muft the glorious profpeft fill his eye. 
And fanguine hope muft bid him perfevere. 

Think thofe who will that to that heavy toil 

Far, far unequal is its higheft meed ; 
That we but labour in a dianklefs (oil. 

Where all we reap is an unthrifty weed : 

For me, ^hofe ev'ry wound one fmile can heal. 
And from remembrance blot each former flight, 

What lefs than mightieft tranfports (hall I feel. 
When crown'd in height of blifs and full delight \ 

E4 



t 56 j 

^aia a cui par, die perda ad or ad ora 
Mille doni d' ingegno, e di fortuna, 
Mentre il fuo intento'tiui fiflb dimora 



1 



Ch* io per me, pur ch' io sia caro a quell' una 
Ch' e mio onor, mia ricchezza e mio defire^ 
Non ho a T altrui corone invidia alcunai 



kicordifi dii viiol V ingiurle ed ire^ 
£ difcortefe obblii gli piacer taiiti^ 
Che tante volte V ha fatto gioire ; 

Ch' 10 per me non ramm^nto ognun de' tjnti 
Oltraggij unqua potermi arrecar doglia 
£ dolci afFetti ho fempre tutti innanti. 

Penfi chi vuol die '1 tempo 1 lacci fcioglia 
Che amor annoda, die d dorrem' anco 
Nomando quefta leve e bafla voglia s 
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Revolve they ftill who will, and ftill repent 
That the loud calls of int'reft pafs'd unheard j 

Nor dar'd they gfafp^ vlhih on thisfby intent, 
The gifts by nature or by chance conferred* 

For me, fo I but gain my fair one's love. 
Dearer to me than titles, wealth, or feme, 

In me no envy can thofe triumphs move. 

Which the ftern pride of others loves to daim* 

Remember they who will, and fuUen brood 
O'er ev'ry ofFcr'd wrong, or infult {hown : 

But ftill forget in that ungentle mood 

Th* unbounded vaft returns of blifs they've known* 

For me, no menrfry of former pain 
Or flavifh infult in my mind can laft; 

While ev'ry joy furvives, and charms again 
In the warm images of raptures paft. 

Think they who will, that this magician's chain, 
Loofen'd by age, fliall be diflblv'd by time ; 

'And we with thought maturer fhall arraign 
This mean and worthlefs folly of our prime : 
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Ch* 10 per mc voglio al capel ncro e bianco 
Amar ed eflbrtar chc femprc s* ami, 
E s' in me tal voter dee venir manco 

Spezzi or la Parca a la mia vita i ftami. 
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For me, however old, a flave to love, 

T' uphold its rights and empire Ihall be mine ; 
And fhould fete will that recreant I muft prove. 

So may I with that feith my breatli refign. 



1 



DALU AMINTA DEL TASSO. 



FORSE fe tu guftaffi anco una volta 

La millefima parte delle gioje, 

Che gufta un C6r ftmato riamando) 

Direfti ripentita fofpirando : 

Perduto e tutto il tempo 

Che in amar non si fpende, 

O mia fuggita etate, 

Quante vedove notti, 

Quanti di folitari 

Ho confonuxiato inflarno 

Che fi poteano impiegare in qypft' ufo 

II qual piu replicato, e piu (bave ! 

Cangia, cangia di configHo, 

Pazzarella die fei 

Ch' il pentirfi da fezzo nulla giova* 



FROM TASSO'S AMINTA, 



U Had'ft thou known but once the thoufandth partj 

But the leaft tranfport of that warm delight, 
That quinteffence of blifs which fwells the heart 

"When fouls in mutual bands of love unite ; 
That blifs to love and be belov'd again! — 

Full foon with fighs repentant would'ft thou fay. 
Wafted is ev'ry hour, and fpent in vain, 

That ftole not in the fweets of love away 2 
Ah me ! for all my days thus lonely paft. 

And vridow'd nights, loft to that foft employ 
Where never palls th' enjoyment on the tafte. 

But repetition heightens cv'ry joy. 
Then, oh ! thy purpofe change, coy, froward maid; 

E'en now thy youth flits by on filken wings ; 
Fruidefs and (harp, when cv*ry charm is fled, 

Will be the pangs which late repentance brings. 



1 



DEL ROTA. 



V^UEL che non voglio, io fo ; e quel die vorrei 
Non poffo for : cosi mi punge c ftringe 
Stral venenato, e nodo forte, e fpinge 
Acuto fpron di coftumi empi e rei. 

Altra iegge ho contraria a* penfier* miei 
Che la dove men debbo) ir mi coftringe: 
Scilla, Circe, Meduia, Aletto e Siinge 
Mi ftamio intorno, e mal fuggir faprei* 

£ te pur vita il mondo diiama, o centro 
D* ogni miferia ! O van gioir die' accora ! 
Muro dorato fuor, fepdcro dentro I 

Bugiarda luce, onde vien notte ognonu 
LaberintD, ov' io pur torno erientro: 
Lungo fecolo al mal> breve al buon' ora ! 



FROM ROTA. 



i HAT I would not, I do :' and that I would 

I cannot : fuch by tyrant cuftom held 

In heavy chains, and by (harp fpur impell'd 

Of habit, weak I lie and all fubdued. 
By this ftrange law conftrain'd, where leaft I fhould 

I go, while ev'ry better thought has feilM ; 

And all my foul, by phantoms dire aflail'd, 

Shrinks back, nor fees (he how their rage t' elude. 
And calls the world thee, of each ill the home, 

Thee, life ! whofe very joys a fting can leave : 

Dark grave within, though fair thy outward dome ! 
Uncertain light, that ihin'ft but to betray ! 

Lab'rinth in whofe deep maze I pathlefs roam ! 

Short to die bleft, an age to thofe who griCve f 



DEL ISTESSO. 



JL)OLCE mortal venen, fcorta fallace, 
Soave obblio d' ogni amorofa ofFefa, 
Rete fotto bei fior nafcofta e teia, 
Lufinghiera (irena, inftabil pace ; 

Speme, che allumi, e fcuoti ogner la face 
£ d' amor T arm^ aguzzi, a che contefa, 
M' e V ufata 4a te cara difefe, 
Contro la yita che fi ftrugge e tace. 

Quel giorno tu, ch* entro nell* aim' amore, 
Plana via promettefti a* miei defiri^ 
Poi ten* fei ita, ed io non troyo *1 guado, 

Pdi torna a far men gravi i miei martiri 
GnuUrb ben gP inganni tuoi, die radq 
J(.oca fpeqie non tempra alto dolore, 



FROM THE SAME. 



X HOU pcrifon deadly fweet ! thou treach*rous guide ! 

Oblivion foft of ev'ry love-defpight ! 

Thou net conceal'd midft flowerets that invite ! 
. Bewitching fyren ! Peace, that ne*er can 'bide ! 
O Hc^ ! 'that fharp canft point and fcatter wide 

Love's pow'rfiil darts, and make his torch more bright ! 

How haft thou fail'd t' affift in this fad fight 

My foul that waftes with ills it iain would hide ! 
i 
^ That day, when firft I leam*d love's pow'r to fear, 

Thou all my fteps didft promiie ftill to blefs ; 

Now far art gone, nor can I find the pafs ; 

Oh ! then return to make my torments lefs : 

Pleas'd thy deceits ril follow 5 for, alas! 

How faint a ray of hope fond grief will cheer ! 



1 



DEL ZAPPI. 



SONNETTO L 



QUAND' io men v6 verfor Afcrea montagna 
Mi fi accoppia la gloria al deftro fianco ;. 
Ella da fpirti al cor, forza al pie ftanco, 
E dice, andiam, ch* io ti laro compagna. « 

Ma per la lunga inofpita campagita 
Mi il aggiunge 1' invidia al latomanco, 
E dice ; anch* Io fan teco : al labro bianco 
Veggo il velen, die nel fuocor fi ftagna. 

Che fer degg* io ? fe indictro Io volgo I paffi,. 
So che invidia mi lafla^ e m* abbandona. 
Ma poi fia, che la gloria ancor mi lai£» 

Con ambe andar rifolvo alia fuprema. 
Cima del monte. Una mi dia corona, 
£ r alUa il vegga, e fi contorca e frema. 

Sotinett$ /.]-^The Edition followed is that of Vemce> 1770. It 
alio Tcrfes of other poets. 



FROM ZAPPL 



SONNET I. 



A.S toward di' Afcrean mount I take my way 
Attending glory at my right I hail : 
She cheers my heart, forbids myJSSt to ^1, 
And « On,'* fhe cries, " for I with diee will ftayJ 

But as the long dpear waftes our fteps delgy. 
Sudden^ does envy at my left aflail, 
Aind (ays, ^< I too am here :** her lips' dead pale 
Speaks die black poifons on her heart that prey. 

What then remains i If back my CQurfe I take, 
Envy, I know, that inflant iar is flown : 
But dien fhall glory too my fide for£dce. 

With both will I the mountain's topmoft height 
Refdve to gain : die one my t()il fh^I crown, 
The odier fee% and fret and burft widi (pite^ 
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DELL* ISTESSO. 



SONNETTO XII. 



Il Gondolier, febben la notte imbruna, 

Remo non pofe, e fende il mar fpumante, 

Lieto cantando, a un bel raggio di luna, 

Intanto Erminia in fra V ombrofe piante ; 
Ne perche roco ei fiafi, o dolce ei cante, 

Biafino n' acquifta, o fpera lode alcuna; 

Canta cosi, perche de' carmi e amante, 

Non perche il fordo mar cangl fortuna* ' 
Tal mi fon io, che gia per lungo erroie 

Solco im vafto oceano, e veggioi o parmi, 

Non lungo il porto, e canto inni d' amore. 
Non canto no per gloriofo &rmi, . 

Ma vp paf&ndo il mar, paflando V ore, 

E in vece degli altrui, canto i miei carmi. 

Ifaottto Erminia} — ^From Taflb's Gicrufalemmc Liberata, canto 7. 
Travellers take notice of this Poet's verfes being fiing by the Gondoliers. 



FROM THE SAME. 



SONNET XII. 



X HE Gondolier, -diough thick the night defcends, 
Rows on, and through the foaming billow moves, 
Blydie fmging, while the moon her luftre lends, 
Erminia's flight along the fhady groves. 

Nor whether harfli his note, or fweet it proves, 
Blame does he meet^ or praife to win intends ; 
He (ings fo, but becaufe the ftrain he loves, 
Not that the wave to hear aufpicious bends. 

E'en fuch methinks am I, long doom'd to ftray 
O'er fome vaft deep, who iee, or think Pm {hewn. 
My port at hand, and fing my love-fick lay. 

I fing not, no, to make my name more known. 
But thus beguile die hour, beguile the way. 
And, *ftead of others* fongs, repeat my own. 

F 3 



DELL* ISTESSO. 



SONNETTO XXX- 



Jl RESSO e il di, che cangiato il deftin rio, 
Rivedro il vifo, die fa invidia a i fiori, 
Rivedro que' be' occhi, e in que' fplendori 
L' alma mia, che di la mai non partio ; 

Giugner gia parmi, e dirle ; amata Clori ; 
Odo il rifponder dolce, o Tirfi mio* 
Rileggendoci in fronte i noftri amori, 
Che bel pianto faremo> e Clori, ed io ! 

Ella dira ; dov' e quel gruppo adorno 
De' miei crin, cW al partir io ti donai ? 
Ed io : miralo, o bella, al braccio intorno. 

Diremo, io le mie pene, ella i fuoi guai. 
Vieni ad udircij amor, vieni ; in quel giomo 
Qualche nuovo foTpiro imparerai. 



FROM THE SAME. 



SONNET XXX. 



oOON, by glad change of fate, the day fhall wake. 
When I fhall fee that face, whofe bluflies fhame 
The flow*rs, and thofe bright eyes, and in their flame 
My foul, which ne'er would that bleft feat forfeke : 

Methinks e'en now I'm there, and fpeak her name ; 
And hear more foft from her " my Thyrfis" break. 
As in our looks we read our loves the fame. 
What glorious moan fhall I and Cloris make ! 

« Where is that knot, which with my hair I bound, 
«' And gave you when we parted lafl ?" fhe'Il cry : 
And I, « Lo ! here, my fair, this arm around." 

She all her cares will tell, my fufPrings I. 
Thou at Our fide, O Lov« ! that day be. found : 
E'en thou tazf& learn fome new delicious figh* 

'4 



DEL FILICAJA. 



Qui pur fofte, o citta j ne in voi qui jfcfta 
Teftimon di voi fteffe un (a£o folo, 
In cui fi fcriva: qui s' aperfe il fuolo, 
Qui fu Catania, e Siracuia e quefta. 

lo full' arena folitaria e mefta ' 

Voi foyente in voi cerco, e trovo folo 
Un filenzio, un orror, che d* alto dwolo 
M' empie, e gli occhi mi bagna, e ^1 pie m^ arrefta» 

£ dico ; O formidabile, O tremendo 
Divin Giudizio ! pur ti veggio, e fento^ 
E non ti temo ancor, ne ancor t' inte^dol 

Deh forgete a moftrar V alto portento 

Subiflate cittadi ! e (ia 1' orrendo . 

X Schclctro voftro a i fecoli fpayentp 1 
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FROM FILICAJA. 



XxERE once ye ftood, ye cities ! now no more, 

In witnefs of your place,, one ftone remains, 

Where one may write *< Here op'd the yawning fill^ A^^5 > 

" Here Syracufe, Catania ftood of yore." 
ft'er your doleful folitary ihore 

You in yourfelves oft fedc ; where only reigns 

A horrid ftillnefs,, thajt with forrow drains 

My foul : my feet are check'd, my eyes run o'er* 
And, oh ! of wrath divine example dread ! 

I cry, I fee ihee, nor yet read thee right. 

Nor to thy awful di£bites bow my head ! 
Then rife, overwhelmed cities ! bring to light 

The mighty wonder ! let your huge bones fpread, 

And ftrike each guilty age with juft affright ! 



DELL* 1ST ESS O. 



JJOV* c, Italia, il tuo braccio, e a die ti fervi 
Tu dell* altrui ? non e, s' io fcorgo il vero, 
Di chi t' offende il dcfenfor men fero ; 
Ambo nemici fono, ambo fiir fervi* 

Cosi dunque V onor, cosi confervi 
Gli avanzi tu del gloriofo Impero ? 
Cosi al valor, cosi al valor primiero, 
Che a te fede giuro, la fede oflervi ? 

Or va : ripudia il valor prifco, e fpoia 

L' ozio, e fra il fangue, i gemiti, e le ftrida, 
Nel periglio maggior dormi e ripofa. 

Dormi, adultera vil, fin che omicida 
Spada ultrice ti ivegli, e fonnacchiofa 
£ nuda in braccia al tuofedel f uccida. 



f FROM THE SAME, 



Where, Italy, 's % arm ? or why feck'ft thou 

i From others aid ? Alike thy foe, if right 

I deem, who guards thee, or who dares to fight j 
I 

Both once thy flaves, both would deftroy thee now. 

Thus doft thou prize what yet the fates allow 
Of empire, thus that feme which (hone fo bright ? 
Thus to thine ancient worth, which erft could plight 
His troth to thee, preferv'ft thou then thy vow ? 

Go then ; that ancient worth repudiate, take 
Sloth, and midft blood and groans and clamours dread. 
Sleep on, nor in thy utmoft danger wake. 

Sleep, vile adultrefs, till the murd'rous blade 
Vengeful (hall on thine icQe flumbers break. 
And pierce thee naked with thy minion laid. 



TO A YOUNG LADY 
WITH METASTASIO'S CANZONETS. 



IF, ere you ope thofe lips to fing, 
•(Vain thought) or ftrike the wire, 

The meaning of the fongs I bring 
Mamma fhould chance t' enquire $ 

Say that they treat of many a vow 
By lovers made and broke s 

By fuch who, though relu£bnt, bow 
To Cupid's tyrant yoke. 

When by confliding paffions' fire 
The ftruggling foul's fubdued ; 

By fhame, refentment, and defire, 
By hope and fear renew'd. 



[ 77 ] 
Such may' perhaps ere long for thee 

Some hopelefs wretch conceal ; 
Such may, though now (b cold and free, 

That gentle bofom feel. 

Happy, we're told, who never knew 

The little urdiin's pow'r : 
'Whofe days in calm indifPrence Acvt^ 

Without one reftlefs hour. 

But no fuch felfiih wifh as this 
For you the mufe fhall frame ; 

Since you, to make another's blifs, 
Muft {hare another's flame. 

Ne'er may you feel the pangs of love. 
But for fome faithful fwain; 

And fully dien its pleafures prove^ 
When you reward his pain. 



LA LIBERTA. 



DEL METASTASIS 



CANZONETTA HI. 



I. 

CxRAZIA all* inganni tuoi 
Al fin refpiro, o Nice, 
Al fin d' un infelice 
Ebber gli Dei pied- 
Sento da' lacd fuoi 
Sento che T alma e fciolta i 
Non fogno quefta volta 
Not! ibgno liberta* 



LIBERTY. 



FROM METASTASIS 



CANZONET IIL 



L 

Jl hanks to diy num'rous peijurieS) 
Nice^ at length I breathe at eafe r 
The pitying Gods at length have heard 

My vows fo oft preferred : 
' I feel that from thy chain 
My heart is loos'd, I feel I'm free, 

Nor dream I now in vain, 
Or only dream, of liberty* 



[ 8o ] 



II. 



Manco T antico ardore i 

£ fon tranquillo a fegno 
Che in me non trova fdegno 
Per tnafcherarii amor. 

Non cangio piu colore 
Quando il tuo nome afcolto ; 
Quando ti miro in volto 
Piu non mi batte il cor. 

IIL 

Sogno, ma te non miro 
Sempre ne' fogni miei ; 
Mi defto, e tu non fei 
II primo mio penfier. 

Limgi da te m' aggiro 
Senza bramarti mai ; 
Son teco, e non mi fai 
Ne pena, ne piacer. 



[ 8* ] 

So fiilly Pm reftor'd to reft, 
So free from paffion is my brcaft. 
Love no refentment there can find 

To malk itfelf behind. 

Thy name by others told 
I hear, nor does my colour fly : 

Thy face though I behold, 
No more my coward heart beats high, 

, m. 

I dream, but ftill as others do^ 
Nor in my dreams thy form I view; 
I wake, nor com^ft thou then unfought 

My firft and deareft thought; 

Thy prefence I can quit. 
Nor feel the finalleft wifli to ftay; 

Though by diy fide I fit. 
Thou canft not make me fad or gay. 

o 



Di tua belta ragiono, 
Ne intenerlr mi fento ; 
. I torti miei rammeDto, 
£ npii mi fo fdegnar. 

Confufo piu non fono 
Quando mi vieni appreflb. 
Col mio rivale ifteffo 
FoiTo di te parlar. 

V. . 

Volgimi il guardo altero^ 
Parlami in volto umano; 
II tuo difpre^zo e yzno, 
E vano il tuo fevor : 

Che piu r ufato impero • 
Quei labbri in me non hanno 5 
Quegli occhi piu non fanno 
La via di quefto con 



[ «3 ] 



IV. 



Coldly I talk of all thy charms, 
The tale no more my bofom warms, 
O'er all my wrongs in thought I range, 

Nor pant fcf my revenge. 

Thy coming I can fee, 
Nor trembling or confus'd appear, 

And to difcourfe of thee 
E'en with my rival I can bear. 

V. 

Frown, if thou wilt, with ftern difdain. 
Or mildly fpeak in pitying ftrain. 
Thy haughtieft frown no more I brook. 

Nor prize thy kindeft look. 

For know thofe lips have loft 
Their wonted abfolute controul ; 

Thofe eyes no more canboaft 
The ready paflage to my foul. 

G 2 
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VI. 

Quel che or m* alletta, o fpiace^ 
Se lieto o mefto or fono^ 
Gia non e piu tuo dono, 
Gia colpa tua non e. 

Che fenza te mi piace 
La fdva, il colle, il prato; 
Ogni foggiorno ingrato 
M' annoia ancor con te» 

VIL 

Odi s' io fon finCerot 
Ancor mi fembri bella, 
Ma non mi fembri quella, 
Che paragon non h^ 

£ (non t* offenda il vero) 
Nel tuo leggiadro afpetto 
Or veggio alcun difetto 
Che mi parea bdtiL 



[ 8s ] 

VI. 

Whatever can charm me or difpleafe, 
Whether in mis'ry or at eafe^ 
No longer 'tis to thee I owe 

The pleafure or die woe. 

Wood, hiU, and dale I^H*Mi|^ 't^^^ . 
Pleas'd, though my blifs thou dirift not fharej 

And eadi unpleaiant place 
Unpleaiant feems though thou art there. 

vn. 

Hear me, and hence my credit weigh : 

That thou art beauteous ftill J %» 

But thmk not ftill, the whole world rounds 

Thy equal can't be found. 

And in that beauteous face^ 
(Let not diis trudi thine ear ofFend) 

Defeds I now tan trace 
Which I for charms could once commend. 

03 
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VIII. 

Quando lo ftral fpezzal, 
ConfefTo il mio roflbre^ 
Spezzar m' intefi il core, 
Mi parve di morir. 

Ma per ufcir dl'gtmi ^ 
Per non vederfi oppreflb^ 
Per racquiftar fe fteffo 
Tutto (i puo foffrir. 

IX. 

Nel vifco in cui s' avvenne 
Quell' augellin talora, 
Lafcia le penne ancora, . 
Ma torna in liberta. 

Poi le perdute pemic 
In podii di rinnova, 
Cauto divien per prova 
Ne piu tradir fi Su 



C 87 J 



VIII. 



When firft I tore the (haft away, 
Blufhing my weaknefs I betray, 
I fdt as if my heart it tore. 

And life itfelf was o'er. 

But from fuch bonds to flee. 
From tyranny to fleep fecure, 

One's felf again to be. 
Nothing's too grievous to endure, 

IX, 

Lim'd in his too incautious flight 
When in the fnare he chanc'd t* alight. 
Some plumes the bird may leave behind. 

Yet 'fcapes he unconfin'd. 

And from his fears rdiev'd, 
Soon he repairs his plumage caft. 

Nor is again deceiv'd. 
More cautious grown from dangers paft. 

04 
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X. 

So che non credi eftinto 
In me 1' incendio antico^ 
Perche fi fpeflb il dico, 
Perche tacer non ib. 

Qi^el n«turale iftinto 
Nice, a parlar mi fpronai 
Per cui ciafcun ragiona 
Pq' rU^ii che pa&6, 

XI. 

Dopo il crudel cimento 
Nam i paffid fdegni, 
Di fue ferite i fegni 
Moftra il guerrier cosi. 
Moftra cosi contento 
Scfatavo die ufci di pena 
La barbara catena 
Che ftrafcinava un di. 



C 89 ] 



I know thou tfaink'ft that ill reprefs'd 
The flame ftill lurks within my breaft, 
Becaufe, diough told fo oft before, 

I ftill the tale run o'er. 

Upon that theme to dwell 
'Tis the lame inftin£l leads me on, 

That leads us all to tell 
Of dangers that we've undergone. 

XI. 

When once the dear-bought vi6Pry*s gain'd, 
The foldier counts his toils fuftain'd, 
And proud difplajrs the num'rous fears 

He got in former wars. 

Thus (hews with heart elate 
The captive from his mis'ry fled, 

Thofe chains beneath whofe weight 
He lately boVd his hopdefs head* 



[ go ] 

XIL 

Farloi ma fol parIando> 
Me fodisfar procuro : 
Parlo, ma nulla io euro 
Che tu mi prefti ft. 

Parlo, ma non dimando 
Se approvi i detti xniei, 
Ne fe tranquilla fei 
Nel ragionar di me. 

xm. 

Io lafcio un* incoftante; 
Tu perdi un cor fincero ; 
Non fo di noi prinuero 
Chi s' abbia a confolar. 

So che un fi fido amante 
Non trovera piu Nice^ 
Che un' altra ii^annatrice 
£ &cile a trovar. 
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I 

XII. 

' I fpeak, but by thus fpeaking try 
Only myfelf to gratify ; 
I fpeak, nor aik if aught you pay 

Of faith to what I fay. 

I fpeak, nor afk I e*er 
If you to thefe my words agree^ 

Nor calm if you appear 
When haply led to fpeak of me, 

XIII. 

I from a fickle falfe one part : 
You lofe a faithful confbnt heart : 
Which of us befl the lofs fhall bear 

I neither know nor care. 

But love fo true, I know, 
Nice again will fcarcely meet: 

While ev'ry day can fhew 
Women her equals in deceit. 



LA PALINODIA. 



DELL* ISTES50. 



CANZONETTA IV. 



I. 

XT^LACA gli fdegni tuoi, 
Perdono, amata Nice i 
1/ error d* un infclicq 
£ degno di pieta, 

£ ver, da* lacci fuoi 
Vantai che V aim' e fciolta ; 
Ma fu r eftrema volta. 
Ch' io vanti liberti. 



THE PALINODE. 



FROM THE SAME. 



CANZONET IV. 



I. 

vJ Ceafe^ my feir, that ftem difdain, 
For pardon, lo ! I fue again, 
And fure a madman's erring. heat 

May well with pity meet* 

True,Ididboaftrdcaft 
Thy chains afide, that I was free ; 

But that has been my laft 
Fond idle boaft of liberty. 
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n. 

E ver, V antico ardore 
Celar pretefi a fegno, 
Che mafcherai lo fdegno 
Per non fcoprir 1* amor. 
Ma cangi o no colore, 
Se nominar t' afcolto, 
Ognun mi legge in volto 
Come fi fta nel cor. 

III. 

Pur defto ognor ti miro, 
Non che ne' fogni miei j 
Che ovunque tu non fei, 
Ti pinge il mio penfier. 

Tu, fe con te m' aggiro, 
Tu, fe ti lafcio mai, 
Tu delirar mi fai 
Di pena, o di piacer. 



. I*" " 
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11. 

True 'twas, fo ftudioufly I ftrovc 
E'en from myfelf to hide my love, 
That left it fhould my pain reveal, 

I could my rage conceal. 

But let, when others fpeak 
Thy name, my colour change or no, 

Too plainly on my cheek 
The workings of my heart I (how. 

III. 

Not only dreaming, but awake. 
Thou on my ev'ry thought doft break. 
For where thou art not ftill I find 

Thy image in my mind. 

Thou, when on thee I wait. 
Or when compell'd I quit thy fide; 

*Tis thou canft rule my fate. 
And on my weal or woe decide. 
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IV. 

Di te 8* ia non ragiono, 
Iniaftidir mi fento, 
Di nulla mi rammcnto, 
Tutto mi fa fdegnar. 

A nominard io fento 
Si avvezzo a chi m' apprcflb, 
Che al mio rivale ifteflb 
Soglio di te parlar. 

V. 

Da un fol tuo fguardo altero 
Da un fol tuo dctto umano 
Io mi difendo in vanoy 
Sia fprezzo, o fia favor. 

Fuor die il tuo dolce impero 
Altro deftin non hanno 
Chi fecondar non (anno 
I moti del mio cor. 
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IV. 

All talk but yAzt to thee relates 
My foul with fcorn rejeds and hates i 
Of all unmindful I am feen» 

£ach objed moves my fpleen. 

Such happinefs I deem 
To fpeak cfAce to all I meet, 

That oft the favour'd theme 
E'en to my rival I repeat 

V. 

r Whether an angry froMm thou wear. 
Or footh with one foft word my care, 
Againft diy love or thy difilain 
My heart I fteel in vain. 
Save thy endianting fway. 
My heart no caufe of a^on knows ; 

That only loves t* obey, 
By that alone 'tis warm'd or froze. 

n 
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VI. 

Ogni piacer mi fpiace, 
Se grato a te non fono ; 
Cio che non e tuo dono, 
Contento mio non e. 

Tutto con te mi piace 
Sia coUe, o fdva o prato ; 
Tutto e foggiorno ingrato ^ 
Lungi, ben mio, da te. 

yii. 

Or parlero fincero i 
Non fol mi fembri bella 
Non fol mi fembri quella 
Che paragon non ha ; 

Ma fpeifo, ingiufto al vero^ 
Condanno ogni altro afpetto ; 
Tutto mi par difetto 
Fuoc che la tua belta. 
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VL 

Unlefs thofe eyes approving glow, 
My blifs negle£led turns to woe ; 
Content in nothing can I fee. 

Save what's deriv'd from thee. 

Each obje<^ gives delight, 
Wood, hill, and dale, fo thou art by j 

But fhould'ft thou quit my fight, 
As foon their ihort-liv'd beauties fly. 

VII. 

Now will I fpeak without difguife; 
Thy charms not only do I prize. 
And think thee that bewitching £ur, 

Whofe form's beyond compare; 

But oft do I condemn, 
Unjuft to truth, eadi other face > 

All is defeat in them. 
In thee alone I look for grace. 

H 2 
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VIIL 

Lo ftral gia non fpezzai ; 
Che in van, per mio roiTore, 
Farlo tentai dal core, 
£ ne credei morir. 

Ah per ufcir di guai 
Piu me ne vidi oppreflb ; 
Ah di tentar V ifteflb 
Piu non potrei foi&ir* 

IX. 

Nel vifco in cui s* awenne 
Quell' augellin talora, 
Scuote le penne ancora, 
Cercando liberta ; 

Ma in agitar le penne 
Gr impacci fuoi rinnova ; 
Piu di fuggir fa prova 
Piu prigionier fi & 
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vni. 

Too true, the (haft Idid not bceak^ 
For vainly, to my (hame I fpcak. 
To pluck it from my heart I tried. 

And trying near had died. 

Still as I ftrove, my chain, 
Inftead of loos'ning, heavier grew ; 

Too fliarp I felt the pain. 
The lame mad ftruggles to renew. 

IX. 

LimM by the fowler where he lies. 
Still ftruggling ftrives the hird to rife, 
And ftill his pinions fpreads to fly 
In fearch of liberty : 
But as his wings he (hakes, 
Deeper he's tangled in the (hare ; 

Each effort that he makes 
But binds him more a pris'ner there. 

H3 
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NO) ch' io non bramo eftinto 
II caro incendio antico ; 
Qiianto piu fpefib il dico, 
Meno bramarlo fo. 

Sai cfae un loquace iftinto 
Gli amanti a' detti fprona -, 
Ma fin che ii ragiona 
La fiamma non pafso. 

XI. 

Biafina nel rio cimento 
Di Marte ognor gli fdegni 
£ ognor di Marte a' fegni 
Torna il gucrrier cosi. 
Toma cosi contento 
Schiavo che ufci di pena. 
Per ufo alia catena, 
Che deteftaira un di. 
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X. 



Ah no ! I do not wifh to part 

With the dear flame that warms my heart ! 

The more I fay't, the more do I 

My real thoughts belie. 

Thou know'ft the lover's pains ; 
How reftlefs nature bids him rail : 

But while he thus complains. 
He proves how fierce his flames prevail. 

XI. 

Beneath its hardihips while he groans 
The foldier thus his fate bemoans ; 
Yet where his ftandards point the way. 

Still turns to join the fray. 

E'en thus from bondage fled 
The wretch returns his chains to bear : 

Thofe chains, at firft his dread. 
From habit now he courts to wear. 

H4 
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XIL 

Parlo^ ma ognor parlando 
Di te parlar procuro ; 
Ma nuovo amor non euro 
Non fo cambiar di fe. 

Parlo, ma poidimando 
Pieta de' detti miei j 
Parlo, ma fol tu (ei 
h* arbitra ognor di me» 

xm. 

Un cor non incoftante, 
Un reo cosi finoero) 
Ah! r amor tuoprimiero 
Ritorni a confolar. 

Nel fuo pentito amante 
AlmenlabellaNice 
Un' alma ingannatrfce 
Sa cfae non puo trover. 



t IQS 3 

xn. 

I fpeak) but ftill of tfaee to fpeak. 
Spite of eadl thin difguife, I feek : 
But no new love this heart can brook ; 

Its faidi remains unfhook. 

I fpeak, but inftant pray 
For pardon of eadi hafty vow : 

And ftill, whafer I fay. 
Thou ml'ft my fate, and only thou. 

xin. 

A heart fo true to former ties, 

A criminal without difgUife, 

Thy firft, thy fondeft love, ah ! deign 

To cherifh once again. 

Secure in this I reft : 
No feigned repentance need ihe fear : 

Long has ihe known this breaft. 
And knows no treafon harbours there. 



DELL* ISTESSO. 



LA PARTENZA. 



CANZONETTA V, 



I. 

liCCO quel fiero iftante 
Nice, mia Nice, addio ; 
Come viro, ben tnio 
Cos! lontan da te ? 

lo vivro fempre in pene 
lo non avro piu bene ; 
E tu, chi (a fe mai 
Ti fovverrai di me. 



FROM THE SAME. 



THE FAREWELL. 



CANZONET V. 



I. 

J. HE fatal moment now draws near, 
Nice, this laft adieu receive : 
But how (hall I endure to live 

So far, my love, from thee ? 

Still fhall I lead a life of woe. 
No blifs, nor comfort fhall I knowj 

And thou, who knows if e'er 
Thou'lt wafle a thought on me ? 



r io8 3 
11. 

Sofiri die in traccia almeno 
Di tnia perduta pace 
Venga ilpenfier feguace 
Su r orme del tuo pie. 

Sempre nel tuo cammino. 
Sempre, m' avrai vicino y 
E tu, chi la fe mai 
Ti fovvcrrSu di me ! 

III. 

lo fra rimote fponde 
Mefto volgendo i paffi 
Andro chiedendo i (affi 
La nin£i mia dov' e. 

. Dall' una all' altra aurora 
Te andro chiamando ognora, 
£ tu,chi(areiiiai, 
Ti fowcrrai di me I 



f 
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II. 



Yet let my foul diis bleffing fliare, 
In fearch of loft repofe to fly, 
Wherever In fancy's glafs her eye 

Thy footfteps feems to fee. 
Watchful where'er thy courfe is wound, 
Still, at thy fide fhall I be found, 
And thou, who knows if e'er 
Thou'lt waftc a thought on me I 

m. 

Midft dcfert Ihades, and cavern$ drear. 
My lonely walk I ftill (hall ply, 
And to die rocks re-cchoii^ cry. 

Where, where, alas! is flic? 

From one to each fucceeding mom 

Still fliall I pour the ftrain forkm, 

And diou, who knows if e'er 

Thou'lt waftc a thought on me ? 
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IV. 

lo rivedro fovent^ 

Le amene piaggc o Nice, 
Dove vivea felic5 
Quando vivea coa te. 

A me faran tormento 
Cento memorie e tenlo 
£ tu, chi fa fe mai 
Ti fovverrai di me ! 



Ecco diro, quel fonte 
Dove avvampo di fdegno 
Ma poi di pace in pegno 
La bella man mi die ; 

Qui fi vivea di fpeme, 
La fi languiva infieme : 
£ tu, chi (a fe mai 
Ti fovverrai di me. 
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IV. 

Full oft (hall anxious I repiair 
To thofe bleft plains, how pleafing, then ! 
Which faw me happieft once of men, 

When giv*n to live with thee. 
A thoufand fcenes recall'd to mind 
A thouiand ftings (hall leave behind. 
And thou, who knows if e'er 
Thoult wafte a thought on me ! 



V. 



Lo ! fliall I (ay, that fount, 'twas there 
That once (he kindled with difdain. 
But foon ftretch'd out her hand again. 

The pledge of peace to be. 
Here with fweet hopes we cheer'd the day. 
There languiihing together hy; 
And tfiou, who knows if e'er 
Thou^t wafte a thought on me ! 
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; VI. 

Quanti vedrai giungendo 
Ar nuovo tuo foggiorno, 
Quanti venirti intorno 
A offirirti amore e fe ! 

Oh dio ! chi h, fra tanti 
Teneri omaggi, e pianti, 
Oh tlio ! chi fa fe mai 
Ti fowerrai di me ! 

VII. 

Pen(a qual dolce ftrale, 
Cara, mi lafci in feno, 
Penia die amo Fileno 
Senza Iperar merce, 

Penfa, mia vitZj a quefto 
Bai1>aro addio funefto ; 
Penia..** Ah! diifafemai 
Ti fiywerrai di me ! 
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VL 



What crowds their anxious courfe (hatll ftetf 
To that gay feat that' claims thee now j 
And all-in one' repeated yow 

Of love and truth agree. 
Oh heav*ns ! who knows, while all thefe fighs, 
Thefe tender ofPrings round thee rife j ^ 

Oh heav'ns ! who knows if e'er 
Thou*lt wafte a thought on me ! 

VII. 

Think what a pleafing dart, my fair, 
Thou leay'ft to rankle in my breaft. 
Think that, though hope was ftill reprefs'd, 

I bore thy flave to be. 
Think on this fatal barbarous day 
That tears me from thy fight away 5 
Think— sdi! who knows if e'er 
Thou'lt wafle a thought on me^i 
i ' 



LA TEMPESTA, 



DELL' ISTESSO. 



CANTATA VII 



In O, non turbarti, o Nice ; io non ritorno 
A parlarti d' amor. So che ti fpiace ; 
Bafta coBi. Vedi che il ciel minaccia 
Improviia tempefta ; alle capanne 
Sc vuoi ridurre il gregge, io vengo fplo 
A offrir V opra mia. Che ! non paventi ? 
OiTerva che a momenti 



THE TEMPEST, 



FROM THE SAME. 



CANTATA VII. 



VSSm 



yH O, be not mov*d, my Nice : ^tis not now 
To fpeak to thee of love I come : I know 
The theme how thanklefs, andl yield : of that 
£nough. Thou fee'ft how all around the iky 
Threatens a fudden ftorm : haply thy flock 
Thou'lt gather to thy fold ; I only come 
To proffer diee my aid. How ? fcar'fl: Aou not ? 
Obferve how as I fpeak 

12 
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Tutto s' ofcura il ciel, che il vento in giro 
La polve innalza e le cadute foglie. 
Al fremer della fdva, al' volo incerto 
Degli augelli finarriti, a quefte rare, 
Che ci cadon ful volto, umide ftille, 

Nice io preveggo Ah ! non tel diffi, o Nice, 

Ecco il lampo, ecco il tuono. Or die farai ? 
Vieni, fenti; dve vai ? non e piu tempo 
Di penfare alia greggia. In quefto fpeco 
Riparati frattanto : io faro teco. 
Ma tu treml, o mio teforo, 
Ma tu palpiti, cor mio, 
Non temer, con te fon io, ' 
Ne d' amor ti parlero, 

Mentre folgori, e baleni 
Saro teco, amata Nice, 
Quando il del fi raffereni, 
Nice ingrata, io pardro. 
Sedi, ficura fei. Nel fen di quefta 
Concava rupe in fin ad or giammai 
Fulmine non percofle, 
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E'en now the Iky is clouded, and the wind 
In eddies blows the duft, and the M'n leaves. 
By the trees' hollow murmur, by the birds, 
That here and there in wild amazement fly. 
And by the few big .drops that on our cheeks 
Are fidling, I forefee. • • Ah ! faid I not ? 
Already fee the lightning's flaih ! and' hark 
The thunder ! What remsdns how ? This way hafte ! 
Hear me ! Ah ! whither goeft thou ? 'Tis no thne 
Now of thy flock to think:— In yonder cave 
Shelter thyfelf awhile, and I'll ftay with thee/ 
But thou trembleft, O my fair, 

Still thou panteft; O my foul. 

Fear not, I will ftill be near. 

Nor of love a word will fay. 
While lightnings flafh, and thunders roll, 

Nice belov'd, I here remain : 

Soon as the fky is calm again, 

Nice ingrate, I hafte away. 
Sit, thou'rt in fafety here ; for never yet 
Within the bofom of this hollow grot 
The angry bolt has fall'n, 

I 3 
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Lampo non ponetrb. L' adombra intorno 

iFolta felva d* allori 

Che prefcrive del ciel limki ail' inu 

Siedi, beir idol mio ; fiedi e reipinu 

Ma tu pure al fianco mio 

Timorofa ti ftringi, e, come io voglia 

Fuggir da te, per trattencrmi amiodi 

Fra le tue la mia man ? Rovini il cielo, 

Kon dubitar, non partiro. Bramai 

Sempre un si dolce iftante. Ah cosi fofle 

Frutto dell' amor tuo non del timore I 

Ah lafciai o Nice^ ah lafcia 

jLuiingharmene almen^ Chi fa ? mi amafti 

Sempre forfe fin or. Fu il tuo rigore 

Modeftia e iion difprezzo ^ e forfe quefto 

Ecceffivo fpayento 

JE pretefto all* amor. Paria, die dici ? 

M* appongo ?X ver ? Tu non rifpondi ? Abbafli 

y^rgognofa lo fguardo ? 

Arrofifci ? Sorridi ? Intendo, intendo* 

JNon parlar^ mia fperaiiza: 
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Or lightning's flafh has pierc'd. See, all around 
With grove of thickeft (hade 
The laurel fpreads, and bounds the wrath of Heav*n. 
Sit, my feir angel, fit, and freely breathe. 
Yet ftill, with fear o'ercome, 
Clofe to my fide thou creep'ft, and, as I mean't 
From thee to fly, firmly, to fix me here, 
, Thou knitt'ft thy hands in mine. No, though the (ky 
Should burft in ruins o^er us, fear n^e not, 
I will not ftir :— Still has my fondeft hope 
But afk*d fo fweet a moment. Were but love, 
And not thy fear the caufe ! Ah, let me, Nice, 
Ah ! let me hug awhile 

The dear ddufion. Yet who knows ? Perhaps 
Thou ftill haft lov'd me : and what I for fcorn 
Complained of was but maiden modefty 
And coy referve. And haply this excefs 
Qf fear is but the cloak 

With which thou hid'ft thy love ? What fay'ft thou ? Speak, 
Prefum'd I right ? Thou'rt filent, and to earth 
Declin'ft a bafhful look ! 
Thou bluflieft now ! thoufmileft ! Yes, I catch, 

14 
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Quel rifo, quel roflbr dice jibbaftanssu 
E pur fra le tempefte 

La calma ritrovai ; 

Ah non ritorni mai 

Mai piu fereno il di« 
Qucfto de* giorni miei 

CJuefto e '] piu chiaro giorno. 

Vivcr COS! vorrei 

Vorref morir cosi. 



I 
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Ye$ well I read thy meanings deareft maid, 
Nor aik Aee m<xre to fpeak. 
Xnoiigh for me thofe finil^s, thofe blufhes tell. 
Thus *mid the tempeft's roar 

A heartfelt calm Pve found. 

Ah ! would the fun return no more 

Unclouded here to fhine. 
This in my days' whole round, 

This was my brighteft day decreed : 

E'en thus my life to lead, 

E'en thus to die be mine. 



1 



FROM THE GREEK Of SIMONIDES. 



On Xa^aiu ev h tt i ixX t a avffi»(» x. r. X. 



When now the well-wrought bark around 

Whiftled the winds with fhriller found, 

And whh increaitng rage impelled 

Againft its fides the billows fwell'd, 

Sudden ihe threw with anguifh wild 

Her arms around her fleeping child. 

And " O ?" {he laid, " my fon, what cares 

« For thee thy wretched mother bears ! 

" Whilft thou canft fink in fpft repofe, 

** Infenfible to all thy woes, 

** Though in this cheerlefs home, where night 

" Glimmers with dim uncertain light ; 

** Nor heed'ft the dafliing wave, that yet 

*' Has fpar'd thy flowing hair to wet ; 



^ Nor hear'ft Ae hollow murmuring wind } 

^ Upon thy purple veft reclined, 

** With all thy bloom by fear uncheck'd, 

** In all thy native beauty deck'd. 

" Yet wert thou ^onfcious of thy fete, 

*' Or knew'ft what dangers round thee wait, 

<* Then furely thou thy little ear 

<« Would'ft turn a mother's plaint to fhare, 

« Nor fhould I weep thus all alone.— 

** Yet ftill fecure, my babe, fleep on; 

*' And fleep with him, thou troubled deep, 

" And ye, my boundlefs forrows, fleep ! * *' 



* See No. 89 of the Adventurer, for this fragment and an imitation 

0f>t. 



IMITATION OF ANACREON. 



©f^A; >iiyu9 Arpt^flfrj, x. t. K 



vJF old I tun'd my fober lays 
Of moral fong to win the bays, 
And fometimes lafh'd each bufy fool, 
And foUow'd piercing ridicule ; 
But now, alas ! if e'er the fame 
1 would again attempt, O fhame ! 
Whene'er I come the fong to prove. 
My voice will echo only love. 

I turn'd anew my ferious thought 
To all that heroes whilome wrought : 
What (ages teach, and what records 
All learning's mighty war of words : 
'Twas ftill the fame : in vain I heard 
How bufy reafon in me ftirr'd ; 
Both heart and lyre I found combined 
In treafon to my better mind. 
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Oh ! then farewel the moral ftrain ! 
Roufe not this coward breaft in vain : 
Heroes and fages quit the field, 
And to a pow'r more prefent yield. 
In vain the way by Wifdom*s fhown 
To calm content j more dear is grown 
Love with the thoufand ills he deals j— 
For who can fing but what he feels ?— 



IMITATION OF ANACREON. 



XaXiQToy TO /a9) ^tT^aeu, «. r. A. 



IjLARD is the lot of him, whofe rugged heart 

Ne'er felt love's pleafing fmart; 
Hard too their lot, who the foft wiles of love 

Too exquifitely prove ; 
But far more hard his lot, whoe'er has burn'd 

With paflion unreturn'd. 
And vainly now each honeft art we ftrain 

The glorious prize to gain; 
Birth, wit, or worth, all bootlefs now they hold, 

And bow alone to gold* 
Curs'd be the wretch, who, lur'd by hopes of gain, 

Firft dug the tempting grain : 
And doubly curft whoftamp'd with partial fign 

A value on the mine. 
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This makes the warrior, murd'rcr range unchcck*d j 

And, far more dire eiFe£t ! 
Fatal to lovers 'twill the knot unbind, 

With which their life's entwin'd. 
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